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AUTHORS NOTE 


t’s not the mountain we conquer, but ourselves. Their is knowledge that 
has only been kept in the shadows. This isn’t your everyday guide. This is 
a gateway. And If you are brave enough to enter. What is waiting for you. 
May be that; of which is quite startling. The deeper you dive. Into what | 
have to tell you. The more you will find yourself. In a place like no other. So 
| tell all, that this is no game. These consequences are real. So enjoy it, live 
it. Find your peace and find your purpose. As you embark on this glories 
proposition. To be in love with the fabric of it all. The beauty will be equally 
enticing. As it may lead you to many paths. Know the concern of how you 
get there is irrelevant. Don’t remember what is said. Instead feel the 
emotions the words elevate. It’s not text the takes you there. It’s you, It’s 
who you are when the dust settles. Under the mask of how you see 
yourself today. If you truly want to have a chance at peace. To be a 
separated from anxiety, depression, unholy attachment, hellish cascading 
days, and heart breaking times. You will have to travel the highways that 
lay beneath your skull. The ones that course through your body. The best 
way | can deliver such a magnitude of understanding; is through a story. 
And maybe one day if these writings are ever released. It may lead 
someone to prosperity as well. 
- Hunter Allen 


ON THE SHOULDERS OF ANGLES AND DEMONS 
AAS 


The First Following 
hat starts here changes the world. There’s no easy way in. There’s 

no simple way out, but it is possible. 

What everybody else sees in you. You get to see it now. The 

followings are designed to find and eliminate the weak minded. From 
every become one of us. A teaching of life’s most difficult lessons crammed 
into 3 simple tasks. Nothing matters except for your will to succeed. Not 
your color, ethnic background, money, not your disabilities. You must be 
your very best in the darkest moments. Know that life is not fair. You will fail 
often. You will be hurt like never before. And you will become more capable 
than you ever can imagine. If you just keep going. 
As | hear this from the head chancellor. | continue to hear this with the 
voice that sounded deep; and unearthly. It continues to say. Don’t bother 
reaching out for help. You are all the help you need. You are more capable. 
Then any one or more. That can help you. As brutal as it sounds. | believe 
he is right. As these words take me to places in my mind. | have never 
experienced before. The bell starts to ring. This is the beginning of the first 
following. 
As excited as | am. I'm equally terrified. More than I’ve ever been. Not of 
the possibility of death. For the possibility that | actually might find in a 
startling manner. That my deepest fear is real. That | am more capable and 
powerful in spirit, body, and in mind. Even more so, than | think is possible. 
And that’s a dangerous thing to believe. I’m scarred, and as the bell keeps 
ringing. | realize in order to find out. My self as | know it now. Will have to 
die to make way for who | really am. The person trapped beneath my straw 
man. And who | truly can be. | know If my body makes it out. My previous 
mind will die in the process. 


| ask myself why am | truly here; is all this necessary. | say in my head | 
think so. lm here because | see a glimpse of myself. As they truly see they 
whole spirit. As they see the mind as a trapped entity. A trap that they are 
constantly trying to escape. Escape their born make - on paper. That 
defines who they are, because they believe. That definition limits them. 
Society attempts to limit their mental capabilities. So they seek deliverance 
in remote places; usually. Nature is their home. As it truly is for all of us. 
This belief is one | too share. 

What ever happens to me on this following | must remember. They are 
especially brutal and out right wicked. Toward those who break the rules. 
Any rule that is broken warrants heavy penalties. Usually death in brutal 
fashion. As is said many times. Always follow the rules... 

From dusk to dawn and beyond. It teaches you life will let you down. And it 
will bring you up again. In that, lessons to never get complacent 
accompany the tasks. Comfortability can and does kill. Although then again 
so does everything; so do you. Don’t be afraid to take life. Be afraid to 
cause pain and suffering. Their is nothing more detrimental to a human 
mind then another evil spirited human being. There is nothing more healthy, 
and good. Then another living thing lending a helping hand. Another human 
being can lift a living soul out of hell metaphorically, physically, and 
mentally. We created the greatest tool to help us survive. More variations of 
our selves. That’s why in part to suffering. Evil is always trying to kill as 
many of us as possible, because we quite literally are the greatest 
weaponized tool for our prosperity. 


Long and far I’ve travel upon this path. 

A shattered spirit, defeated body, beaten mind. What a plethora of failures, 
pain, and heartache | am in. Planting each foot with every torturous step. A 
wall of red appears ever so closer.. People | assume, though | felt in my 
gut; not quite. Ancient like human figures straight and with disciplined 
posture. A horrific and astonishing powerful sight. Lined across ina 
blizzard. That can shake anyone to their core. Blocking the trail leading to 
the mountain; to the marker. Though standing as if the wind moved around 
then. As if they were in control somehow. A deep feeling of dark, but not evil 
power surrounds my spirit. | look onward at them. Each wearing the same 
dark red and black. Expressionless indeed looking down on a mortal man. 
They remain motionless providing no sign of assistance. A couple feet 
away they stand. Their faces invisible by the darkness that their hoods 
provide. This is the beginning of my end | assume. | walk towards the red 
wall. | fall forward from exhaustion. Reaching my hand out to them. Laying 


sinking into the snow shattered. As | plead out for strength with my broken 
mouth, broken voice. The red wall opens up from the middle moving into 
straight lines on each side of me. As | go on, an orchestra of marvelous 
music serenades my loathsome journey. As dreadful my emotions. The 
music increases and equals in beauty. And they begin to slowly march in 
unison. Each ground shaking step. Echo’s and rings through my ears. They 
move forward and then stop all turning. Looking at me; at once. As if they 
are urging me to keep moving. | take every ounce of will | have left. And | 
begin to stand. Just barely keeping myself up. | walk and now | am in the 
middle of the red walls. | move forward one step; and they step. Looking at 
me still expressionless. As | am in agony and pain. | yell out and cry out. As 
| to am slowly marching all they way to the top. The peak sloped up like a 
stairway to heaven; or hell. Each shadow of a red coat follows my every 
move. It isn’t until now that | released the figure that have been mimicking 
my every step are me. They are some how forms of me | can feel it. 

Now I see the red marker in a flat bed of snow. As | am on the peak. The 
wall of red now standing behind me. My eye’s open wide. | believe that now 
| am dying. A shockwave courses through me. Immediately | transform out 
of myself. Looking as an entity from above. A new feeling | have. I’m no 
longer suffering. | now know what it feels like to die. As | peacefully ascend 
with the northern lights above this very mountain. How beautiful is it all. | 
look down and my body keeps going. Someone else is driving behind the 
wheel or something. Far more capable than myself. It’s keeping my very 
being alive. And the most shocking thing of all, is | understand. 

Death is not evil; suffering is. It’s this state of spirit. That nature provides for 
us to stop our suffering. Indeed to stop evil. | knew it before, but now | 
understand it entirely. As I’m discovering this. My body turns and looks up 
at me. As | to look at it. With a gravity inescapable it absorbs me. My spirit 
from above. Bringing me back into the perspective of man. | fall to my 
knee’s. My agony is altering into strength and my eye’s turn dark. As if 
tainted by a plague. I’m absorbing from the dark passengers. They are still 
accompanying me; in my every motion. | force my chest up. | reach out and 
grab the red marker. As | fall back hitting the ground making the sound like 
a great drum. As the chords an orchestra continue on. With the chorus of 
voices | think too magnificent to originate from this earth. Flat | lay onto the 
earth gasping for air. My body dying my spirit living on. The northern lights, 
the heavens sing to me. In the most soothing harmony of sound. Slow, 
inspiring, and full of life. | lift my head and sit up. With my feet laid forward 
and flat. 

| look out onto my home. My sympathy of elements. The most magnificent 
artistic creation in the universe. Crying in passion, in joy, in absolute 
sympathy for nature showing me. And I, not understanding before. | feel in 


line with all energy no matter the kind. All living things. So bright and clear | 
see. Pure nature expanding, growing, living. My blood shed eye’s become 
tired. So | close them. And now I can see everything. Now they have truly 
opened. The power of the wind, the energy breathing through my body. I’m 
lifted, I’m levitated. Understanding everything is with intent. My whole life 
these dark passengers. Has been guiding me here. With intentions to show 
me. How this world is architected. Every living thing gets passed on not 
destroyed. I’m here for the benefit of nature. As it is here to care for life. I’m 
changing, my mind and spirit are altered. | am not the same. | too join the 
few. That have discovered the greatest feat of man. The ability to change, 
adapted, flow, and move with energy like a river in sync with all of it’s 
surroundings. Guided by the direction of the universe, but also free to move 
without restriction; in freewill. What capability | have. What limitless shapes 
| can become. | understand why | am alive. | need nature as it needs me to 
ward off evil. That causes suffering to the living. This causing suffering to 
nature itself. 

In exhaustion, | fall to the ground again coming in and out of 
consciousness. Moving down the mountain. Not in a stumble or fall. Lifted 
by the red wall of my dark passengers. Carrying me over top. Marching 
rhythmically to the heavenly sounds in unison. Slow, disciplined, and 
unhindered by the deathly elements at hand. | have indeed completed the 
first following. So help me God. 


